Introduction 24
focused on their cultural significance as sites of urban landscape heritage, nor on 28 an in-depth discussion of the implications for the future of these sites. This paper 29 aims to advance the theory and practice of landscape heritage planning, design 30 and management, focusing especially on the question: What is the relationship 31 between landscape narrative the ways in which we tell the story of a 32 landscape and landscape heritage outcomes? The paper examines this question 33 in the context of one urban waste site, Parkwood Springs, in the city of Sheffield, 34
UK. 35 36
Landscape heritage is commonly thought to refer to that which is considered to 37 be of lasting value in landscape (Whitehand and Gu, 2010) , encompassing 38 individual landscape elements e.g. woodlands or coastal defences, composite 39 landscapes e.g. historic parks and gardens, as well as large scale landscapes e.g. tenets; this type of heritage is seen as a precious inheritance with innate 57 value meaning that it must be stewarded into the future by experts )t is also 58 both physically and temporally demarcated (eritage has traditionally been 59 conceived as a discrete site object building or other structure with 60 identifiable boundaries that can be mapped, surveyed, recorded, and placed on 61 national or international site registers Smith, 2006: 31). Further, it is a 62 representation of an (often exclusive) social identity that is designed to be 63 passively consumed by visitors. 64 65 Scholarly attention is therefore moving away from deterministic and definitive 66 histories and the establishment heritage they support towards discursive, 67 multiple and sometimes conflicting accounts reflecting different social and 68 cultural perspectives and identities (Wu and Hou, 2015) . structure . According to Potteiger and Purinton (1998: 3) narrative is therefore 108 both a story, and the way in which it is told. Drawing on Ricoeur, they (1998:7) 109 also claim that narratives have both a temporal and a spatial component. demonstrate the relevance of these forms to a landscape context, and 177 particularly waste sites such as Parkwood Springs. A central argument of this 178 paper is that whilst such narratives seem to be retellings of the past, they are in 179 fact projective and constitutive of the future: they are part of a process of 180 becoming, shaping personal identities, environments and landscapes (Ingold, 181 2012 represented it is only one way for a society to constitute the past and 212 establish a relation with it. To live in history and to wish to write it, is not 213 a universal anthropological postulate, but it is a certain way to conceive of 214 and be in the world, and it is a certain practice of subjectivity (Farago, 215
2005: 426). 216
We might add that history is a practice of subjectivity even within and between 217 cultures that subscribe to the idea of chronology (Crouch and Parker, 2003) : 218
there is no such thing as a definitive historical account. 219
220
The chronological view of time underpins the grand narratives associated with 221 modernity (Lyotard, 1984) , which assume that progress takes a linear course, 222 each step being an extropic movement on the path towards an ever more 223 evolved and rationalised future. This notion of progression, as associated with 224 progress , sets historic events as the inevitable increments toward our current 225 state, thus attributing a false agency of time in the chronological narrative. As 226 has ceased, claiming that the idea has value because it suggests that our 342 experience of the world is haunted by a space-time in which past and future co-343 exist, and interact, in uncertain and unpredictable ways . All of these 344 characteristics make ruins and derelict sites exemplary alternative sites of 345 memory in contrast to contemporary practices involving the commodification 346 of memory, both in and out of place (Edensor, 2005: 
I find Parkwood Springs both appalling and fascinating, as well as being deeply 465 evocative. In February 2012, I approach it via my usual route from the south, 466 passing the euphemistically-named sauna, the demolition waste reprocessing yard 467 with its noise and dust, the vast heaps of reprocessed rubble, earth slopes and 468 unbelievable quantities of rubbish discarded by fly-tippers and passers-by. I feel as 469 though I am leaving the regulated and ordered part of Sheffield behind and 470 entering a kind of Wild West where anything goes. Along Club Mill Lane the ruins of 471 inviting exploration (Figure 2b). Catherine Heatherington and I stood beside this 473 ruin a couple of years ago, by the confluence of the rivers Don and Loxley, and 474 watched a flock of long-tailed tits flitting through the tree tops on the far side of 475 the river. I notice that the caravan installed beside the ruin has gone, though the 476 neat fence that was put up to demarcate the territory associated with this 477 temporary home remains. Just beyond the Old Park Silver Mill, further along Club 478

Mill Lane, and surrounded by dereliction, is a small industrial estate, packed with 479 small and seemingly prosperous factories and industrial units. At its far end it is 480 possible to see right into a metal working factory and catch glimpses of the 481 incandescent interiors of furnaces, and men wearing protective clothing and visors. 482
Somehow this sight is evocative of a pre Full Monty 3 Sheffield, when the steel 483 industry was still in its heyday, and for a moment it feels as though time has 484 somehow left this place untouched. At the core of the site the waste is modelled into 485 enormous terraces and embankments, and capped with more rubble, and on the 486 older slopes pioneer tree species have already aggressively taken hold, forming 487 dense impenetrable thickets. Along the top of a whale-backed mound close to the 488 river someone has made an orderly row of gigantic tree stumps. I start to feel as 489 though I have entered a primeval territory, where the raw materials of the earth 490 are being crudely re-assembled into new landscapes. Just beyond the edge of the tip 491
is Wardsend Cemetery (Figure 2c) (Figure 2d) . 500 501 
In March 2012 I took two colleagues (Richard Keenan and Ed Cartledge) to see 502
Parkwood Springs for the first time. It was pouring with rain, the hillside was 503 shrouded in mist, and Club Mill Lane was ankle deep in mud. Rubbish lay 504
everywhere. Richard noted that it was a graveyard for abandoned sofas, and 505
Rawson Spring (from which Parkwood Springs presumably gets the second half of 506 its name) was a river of refuse and discarded car tyres. During our tour we saw
